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. NE OF THE great 
Fa pleasures of my life 
is the outdoors. If it~ : 
was possible, I might : 
| ee hike and canoe the © 
res 3 5 of 1 my life away: ‘Printing would be difficult in a canoe 
or} ut of a backpack. i | 
Robyn and I have longed for a piece of woods of our 
own. Even though Arkansas is blessed with much land : 
designated as national and state forests and parks, we | 
wanted a private place. A place undisturbed by screaming 
kids, off-road vehicles, hordes of so-called hunters, loud 
_ radios, and drunks. A place relatively untouched by man. 
After considerable search, we found 120 acres only 85 
miles north of Little Rock: This area is in the foothills of 
- the Ozark ‘Mountains and elevations range from around 
700 to 1300 feet. Obviously, not majestic or rugged as _ 
3 mountains of western United States, but rugged enough to | 
make farming or living impossible except on top 3 the 


| ridges or in the wider valleys. The soil is quite poor and 


rocky so cattle farming is the principle agricultural activ- 
ity. Being hardwood forest, there is considerable timber : 
cutting. Fortunately, no natural gas has been discovered 
as yet, so there are no drilling rigs butchering up the dain 
scape. ee | 
To get to our property, one travels a variety of roads, : 
from interstate highway to good two-lane U. S.. highway 
to narrow, crooked state highway to a poorly maintained | 
county dirt road. This road will rattle your teeth even _ 
at speeds under 25 miles per hour. In the very wet spring 


we have here, this road is virtually impassable in a ot soa hoe 


senger car at times. 


If you’ve made it this far, you’re now on top of a ridge. ee 


Off to your right is a steep little valley formed by a small 


creek. According to the topo, the name of the creek is Big 
Branch. Along Big Branch is where much of our land lies 
and we have come to call the property by the creek name. 
Getting down to the creek, and the campsite we’ve select- 
ed, is the most fun. From now on, you must be in four 
wheel drive, or on foot. If you know where it is, an old 
logging road runs perpendicular to the county road and 
descends into our little valley. The dogwood and maple — 
scrub along with sumac and blackberry have just about 
taken over the road. You’ll find a lot of scratches on your 
vehicle when you get out. The road itself is two washed 
out ruts interspaced with rocks about the size of bowling 
balls. The descent is steep and quick, 250 feet in less than 
a quarter mile. In places the road slopes 45 degrees and 
sometimes seems like go degrees. Robyn and I love to 
watch first time visitor’s faces as we make this drive. 
Suddenly you're there; the creek is right in front of you. 

The “parking lot’’ is just big enough to turn around in 
and you have to run over a few saplings and stump holes 
to complete the maneuver. But wait, where’s the camp- 
site? Oh, we forgot to tell you, it’s another quarter of a 
mile on foot! — 

So pull on your packs, veals your walking sticks, and 
follow me. The trail we’ve cut follows the eae on your 
left and on your right, beautiful sandstone bluffs rise 75 
feet. The trail is reasonably flat and not difficult even for 
“city folk.” Only a short distance from where we parked, 
we come to the first of two ‘‘swinging”’ bridges. Because 
of a large slide area, we are forced to cross the creek. At 
normal flow, you must rock hop to make the crossing. 
This can be very precarious even without a pack. The 
rocks are covered with wet, slippery moss. In high water, 
the rocks are completely submerged and wading would be 
dangerous because of the swift current. To avoid twisted 


ankles, wet feet, or even wet pants, Robyn and I built, | 
- with some help from my son David, these two bridges. 


Dy Attached to trees on either side of the creek, both bridges a 


are about sixty feet in length and are constructed of five- 

eights inch cable and treated lumber. Most of the lumber | 

was pre-cut at home, then packed i in on our backs. Two sep- 
arate stands of cable were attached to trees on one side of 


the creek, then two-by-fours, with pre-drilled holes on 


each end, ‘were threaded on the cables. The two-by- fours | 
were spread out on 24 inch centers and the cables were 
stretched and attached to trees on the opposite side of the 
creek. One-by-sixes were then laid on top of the two-by- 


four joists and. attached with. screws. Four additional 


cables running diagonally from higher in each tree down 


to the the main cables, give more support and keep the 


ee Bagge from twisting. Robyn and I are quite proud of our 


“engineering” job. ‘Bach bridge took about three days to 
carry in aiid aseenrble.” Our efforts are rewarded each time 
_ we or our friends and family cross the creek safely. 


Our walk further down the trail will con- 
tinue in the next issue. | 
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ae This cabin fever i issue of The Leadstacker was printed by | 
. _ hand ona 10x 15 C&P. The paper is Gainsboro by — 

_ Simpson Paper Company: 600 aoe printed for eas | 
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